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Ti. Dandg Joe and His Owner, Master Case 


a DANDY JOE 

4 I have a little burro, whose name is “Dandy Joe.” 

He lets me ride him every day, where’er I wish to go. 

I have a little playmate whose name is Sammy Rice; 

I lent to him my burro, but he didn’t treat him nice, 

And when he brought my burro home, I just made up my 
mind, 


No boy shall borrow him again, unless that boy is kind! 
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A LITTLE GIRL IN A BIG WORLD 
Bessie Evans Perrincer 


[Mrs. Pettinger sends us a new story this month, and says 
she thinks “The Club” story-has run quite long enough. She 
also suggests that you who would liké to be held together by 
some sort of special bond, might write letters to come under 

sad of “Wee Wisdom Club,” taking. up the club constitu- 
tion, and the motto “More Love,” and using pink for the club 
color. If you decide to do this, every letter-writer will be con- 
sidered a member of the club, and though the names of the 
writers will be given in all cases, yet the publishing of the letter 
will depend altogether on its merits. Ye Editor will appeal to 
Royal to be the central secretary for the club. Be thinking 
this over, and give us your. ideas about it—Ed.] , 


Vag, |DRIAN LA VERNE had often taken a ride 
aN in the groceryman’s wagon, but never before 
i had she been in a real, truly carriage; so now 

she leaned back against the padded seat with a 
feeling of luxury quite out of proportion to the occasion, 
for she was returning from a funeral and the coach was 
being paid for by some charitably inclined people of the 
town. She was enjoying every springing jolt, every 
lurch of the horses; even the crunching pebbles of the 
roadside had a pleasant, entertaining sound. Instead of 
three miles to the cemetery she was wishing it had been 
twenty, or a hundred and twenty—anything, so she 
could just keep on riding! 


A flutter of gold and crimson leaves came down 
from the almost naked maple trees under which the car- 
riage rolled, and she snatched at them gayly, humming 
a bit of song as she played with them in her lap. She 
thrust her thin little arm through the velvet strap and 
rested her head airily against the cushions, gazing out 
peacefully at the blue mist in the distance and the 
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shadowy waters of the river along which they Gere driv- 
ing. The autumn sun was warm and gentle as it touched 
the curling ends of Adrian's hair, turning the brown into 
sparkling gold and lighting up the child’s plain face with 
uncommon brightness. A grasshopper came bounding 
in from the yellow grass at the roadside, and Adrian 
laughed aloud, clapping her hands with delight, which 
made Mrs. Johnson, in the seat opposite, sigh deeply, 
murmuring to herself, “Poor child, she is too little to 
understand! Not but what she’s better off without such a 
father; but—poor child!” 

As if in answer to Mrs. Johnson’s thought the child 
looked up with large, serious gray eyes: “I’m ten just 
after this month, and when I’m fifteen the truant man 
won't make me go to school any more. That’s only five 
years, so it won't take long, will it?” 

For the ‘hundredth time the good woman tried to 
make the child realize her homeless condition. ‘Adrian 
dear, now that your father’s gone, of course other ar- 
rangements must be made. You cannot stay in the old 
cottage any longer, for you would be all by yourself—” 

“Oh, yes indeed, I can,” interrupted the child, not 
rudely, but with decision; “I’ve stayed there nights and 
nights all by myself when pa—when he couldn’t find his 
way up from the saloon, and I ain’t a bit afraid.” 

“But, Adrian dear,” sighed Mrs. Johnson once more, 
“there would be no-one to pay the rent, or feed or clothe 
you, and—”’ 

“Pa always paid the rent by sweeping out the saloon, 
and I can sweep lots better ’an he ever could, and I know 
Mr. Jim will let me. I never have much to eat anyway, 
only just what you give me; and my clothes—” she 
looked down at her neat little frock, still new from the 
store, and like the carriage a gift of charity. “I won't 
need more clothes than just this for ever so long, and by 
that time I'll be fifteen and can work for some.” 

“My dear child, you don’t know what you're talk- 
ing about,” helplessly answered the neighbor, who had 
found both Adrian and her father somewhat trying during 
the six years they had lived in her vicinity. Mrs. John- 
son remembered well the day she first saw Mr. La Verne 
moving his few scanty belongings into the old dilapidated 
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shack across the alley from her, while Adrian, a child of 
three or four, played in the road, quite happy and con- 
tented with everything that came her way. Then fol- 
lowed six years of drinking on the father’s part, and 
privation, hunger, neglect, and abuse for the child, until 
at times the neighbors had seriously considered asking 
the authorities to take care of the little girl. Then came 
the sudden sickness and death, the sure result of alco- 
holism, and the child stood facing the world alone. 

Indifferent to her own affairs, the little girl looked 
smilingly out upon the beautiful autumn world with its 
frost-tinted foliage, grassy meadows sear and yellow, the 
deepening shadows on smoothly flowing river, and then 
away into the purple distance where the mountains 
faintly outlined themselves amid the mist and clouds. 
Who could fail to enjoy a beautiful drive on a day like 
this! Adrian sighed with contentment, and wished they 
were not so near home. 

“Adrian”—Mrs. Johnson had asked the question 
several times before—‘‘can’t you think of a single rela- 
tive you've ever heard of? an aunt or an uncle, or just 
anybody that belongs to you?” 

“No'm. Pa never talked to me about nothing much. 
I don’t think he ever did have anybody, ’cause he—well, 
‘cause he didn’t seem to belong to nobody himself. That's 
just how I feel now; but I don’t mind much”—with 
just the faintest bit of a sigh—“ ’cause it will only take 
five years till I don’t have to go to school any more, and 
then I can get work down in the candy factory. They 
need lots of girls down there.” 

“Well, never mind, dear; some arrangement will be 
made, and you can stay at my house and sleep on the 
couch until something turns up. You know Jim, the 
saloon-keeper, claims everything that is in the house, for 
a bill your father owed him; and he says he wants to 
move his bar-keeper in there right away. So you must 
stay with me until—well, at least for a few days.” 

“Those books I brought over to your house are mine; 
pa gave them to me. J didn’t drink up any of that 
whisky, so I shan’t let old Jim take my books—so there! 
You won't let him, will you, Mrs. Johnson? Pa gave me 
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the books a, long time ago, “cause he. didn’t. want them 
himself ;'.and so they are mine, ain’t they?” 

“T'll keep them for you, Adrian, and Jim shall not 
have them.. I'll put them away, and some time you will 
have a home of your own, and then I'll send them to 
you, no matter where you are. I wish I could keep you 
myself, always; but you see, Adrian dear, I have a whole 
houseful of children now to take care of, and we are poor 
people.” 

As the carriage stopped in front of the dilapidated 
old cottage, Adrian climbed out reluctantly, the drive had 
been so short! A man came out of the broken gateway 
which led into the forlorn and neglected garden patch. 
He was pleasant to look upon, and his tone was very kind 
and - gentle as he said, “This is the little La Verne girl 
I have come to look after. The authorities think she had 
better be taken to'the Children’s Home for the present, 
or at least until we can find her relatives or get her a 
new home among other people. Will you get your things 
together,. your-clothes or anything you want to take with 
you? and we will get started at once, or it will be dark 
before we know it.” 

For a moment tears came into the serious gray eyes 
of the little orphan girl; then she choked them back. 
“Do I have to go?” she asked, looking first at Mrs. John- 
son and then at the man, who was already untying the 
horses which had been hitched to the broken old fence. 

The good woman put her arms about the child and 
held her close for a moment. “Yes, dear. Go with him 
now, and if I can’t find a home for you very near me 
I'll make room in my own house, crowded though it is 
with little ones. Ill keep your books and will write to 
you, and maybe I’ll come down to the Home to see you 
next week; I will if I can.” 

Adrian quietly kissed her friend, and walked dry- 
eyed to the buggy, saying: “I’m ready to go. I haven't 
any clothes to take, and nothing in the house belongs to 
me. Old Jim is.taking it for a whisky bill; but you bet 
he ain’t going to get my books!” 

The moment the horses started up Adrian was once 
more quite happy, and with a gay little wave of farewell 
they turned the corner, leaving Mrs. Johnson standing 
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in the road weeping as if it were her own child she had 
just sent off to be taken care of through the doubtful ten- 
derness of the state. 

That night, while looking through the half-dozen 
books Adrian had left in her charge, Mrs. Johnson won- 
dered who Verna La Verne and Paul La Verne could be; 
for those were the names written on the title pages. 
Adrian’s father had been named Francis, and her mother’s 
name had been Elsie Contrell; who, then, could be Verna 
and Paul La Verne? For a long time she puzzled over 
those names; but several years were to go by before she 
was to find out. 

* * * * * * * * * 

That same night Verna La Verne stood upon the 
marble steps of her vine-covered villa in southern France 
and stared pensively at the deep blue lake where myriad 
stars twinkled back their reflection. Her brother watched 
her for a moment before speaking, and when he did, it 
was in English: ' 

“Why are you so quiet to-day, Verna? You haven't 
spoken six words since dinner. Are you homesick and 
want to go back to America?” 

“Oh, no indeed, Paul. I’m‘ contented to stay here 
the rest of my life; but somehow I’ve been thinking all 
day about Francis. I can’t get him out of my mind; I 
wonder where he is!” 

“It’s strange, but I too have had him in my thoughts 
to-day. Forget all about it, Verna. Francis is gone, and 
neither of us will ever see or hear from him again. He 
ran away from home when he was but sixteen, and now 
he would be—let me see—yes, he would be nearly fifty. 
He would have come back long ago were he still living.” 

“Yes, I suppose so,” answered the sister; “but he 
might not.” 

(To be continued.) 


“Wear a smile on your face, 
Keep a laugh in your heart, 
Let your lips bubble over with song; 
*T will lighten your load 
As you travel life’s road, 
And help other trav’lers along.” —Adapted. 
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OUR ISLAND HOME 


Wee-Wee Benuam 
(Continued from September number) 


MZ.) HE mound covers about half an acre, and in con- 
struction is said to resemble more the work of 
the Mound builders than that of the Indians. 
There are eight or ten smaller mounds on the 
island, that are known to have been built by the Indians, 
probably for ceremonial purposes and for burial places. 
Some of these are shining shell mounds, and others are of 
earth, with large trees growing on them. My grand- 
father was very friendly in feeling toward the Indians, 
and he would not allow these mounds to be in any way 
disturbed; but the modern plowshare has turned up 
many a skeleton, with his pipes, beads of shell and stone, 
and his well-shaped earthen pots. 

Every year or two an Indian comes here from some- 
where, and looks over the land. He will remain for a 
day or two, visiting 
the old landmarks, 
and then as mysteri- 
ously disappear. 
Once one of these 
Indians spent the 
night-on the Island. 
My brother Dayton 
and I were a little 


The “Big Mound” shy of him at first. 
at head of Hiwassee Island He told us he attend- 
Work of the Mound Builders ed school in Nash- 


ville, Tenness ee— 
“big town”—and when we replied that we had spent the 
summer there visiting relatives, he was delighted, and 
our acquaintance soon warmed into friendliness. He 
told us that his people had lived here on the Island; that 
his grandmother was buried here; and he showed us a 
pair of little worn-out moccasins, embroidered with bright 
beads, that he said his grandmother had made and worn. 
We asked him if he thought she needed them now, for 
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we could not understand why he had brought them along. 
He smiled sadly, as if he thought us very ignorant in 
some respects, but never told us why he brought them. 
He called me “Papoose” and Dayton the “Little Brave,” 
and he told us the names of many animals in the Indian 
dialect. We said “Good-night” to him, and the next 
morning he was gone as quietly and mysteriously as he 
came. 

There is a young man here now on the Island, who 
is engaged in collecting ancient relics for the historical 
societies, and curios for 
institutes and colleges. 
In his excavations he 
has found some very in- 
teresting specimens. He 
intends to get the col- 
lection together and 
photograph it; then I 
can send the picture to 
Wee Wispom for you all 
to see. 

I am inclosing some 
snapshots of the Island, 
but the buildings cannot be seen in any of them. The 
large barns and cribs for corn and hay, the tenant houses, 
the church and schoolhouse, and our bungalow make the 
place look like a small town. There are usually about 
ten families living on the Island, who make the corn 
crop and mow the hay. 

Our main crop is the Indian corn, and I wish you 
could see the ocean 
of growing corn 
now. It looks like 
a sea of waving 
green with the sun- 
light on its billows. 

Well, the Mound 


One of the Indian Mounds on 
Hiwassee Island 


builders of pre-his- A Shell Mound on Hiwassee Island 
toric times now min- 

gle with the dust, and the big Indian chief, Jolly, and 
his pale-faced friend Sam Houston, however illustrious 
and renowned in history, are both silently sleeping in 
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the sands of ruin and ‘decay. The red man and the In- 
dian child are not here now; they are off to the “Happy 
Hunting Grounds” to which the Great Spirit has called 
them. So, dear little Wisdoms, we may well end this 
story of times past with the words of Hiawatha: 
“Many moons and many winters 
Will have come and will have vanished, 
Ere I come again to see you.” 

We Wisdoms differ from these illustrious ones only 
in degree. Let us hope that we are one degree higher 
than they, in our love and understanding of the beautiful 
Christ child’s wonderful words, “Greater is He that is 
in you, than’ he ee is | in the world.” 


-HOLLYHOCK’S HOMILY 
My dear:: 

I am certainly glad that 1 bloomed Srst—at least 
now that things happened just as they did. I shudder 
when I think how differently everything might have been, 
if I had not heard the Voice just at the time I did, or if 
I had not obeyed it. How much I would have missed 
if I. had not listened; and how I would have spoiled 
things if I had not. obeyed! I do not like to think about it. 

I came so nearly being satisfied that morning when 
first I fluffed my ruffles out in the sun. They were so 
bright and silky, and in the loveliest shades of pink. 
The sun was beaming:upon me; but lest I should become 
too warm, wonderful green fan-leaves kept swaying 
gently all around me; and such delicious, cool, life- 
giving sap streamed right by my door opening out into 
the stalk on which I was fastened! It seemed to me 
that every good thing had been supplied me, and that 
everything in the world was combining to make my hap- 
piness complete—until I looked above. It was a shock 
to me, and made me very uncomfortable when I discov- 
ered that I was not the only one living on the tall green. 
stalk. Of course, down below the leaves were waving; 
but that was all right, for they were fanning me ina 
perfectly proper manner, and were contributing to niy 
pleasure; but those funny little green knots arranged 
all the way along the stalk, and each one getting smaller 
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until the very topmost one of all, which..was:very small 
indeed—I didnot understand them, and_ I .did: not. like 
them. They were not at all beautiful. If only they had 
had lovely pink dresses like my own, I would have liked . 
it much better; but they were so ugly and shriveled-up 
looking, it gave me the “creeps.” I decided that I would 
not look up any more. I glanced toward the earth again. 
The soft green grass was ‘smiling up at me, and I sud- 
denly became aware that it was singing.. I listened for 
the words. It thrilled me with pleasure as I heard, “I 
live for you, I live for you.” “How lovely,” I thought; 
and just then a gentle breeze came and kissed my cheek, 
and sang in my ear, “I live for you, I live for you.” 
Again my pulse quickened with delight, and soon I heard 
the fan-leaves singing as they swayed with the breeze, 
“I live for you, I live for you.” The life-sap pressing 
at my door was singing the same song too; and as I lis- 
tened still more intently I became aware that everything 
was warbling in ecstasy, and that all the butterflies pass- 
ing, the little bunnies that skipped by in:the grass, the 
birds nesting in the trees above, and even the trees them- 
selves—all, all were trilling the words in rapturous. de- 
light, “I live for:you, I live for -you.”’.-My heart throbbed 
with pleasure. “How beautiful I must be!” I thought. 
“What an important place I must occupy -in life, when 
the whole world is singing that it lives for:me!” Proudly 
I fluffed my beautiful pink ruffles out once more, and be- 
cause it was so sweet to my ear, I listened for the music 
again. How wonderful it was—the whole world vibrat- 
ing to. the words! Unconsciously I too was caught in 
the rhythm, and before I knew what I was doing, I was 
singing, “I live for you, I live for you.” In a startled 
way I caught myself, just before I repeated the words. 
What was I doing, singing with the others? They were 
singing to me, not I to them. It was just then that I 
heard the Voice. It whispered, “Who? who?” Such an 
uncomfortable feeling came over me! In an unguarded 
moment I had allowed myself to sing, “I live for you, I 
live for you,’ and right away some Voice had to ask, 
“Who? who?” It was very distressing. Try as I would, 
I could not help thinking of those little knots, arranged 
in rows above me. Their presence’ was the only dis- 
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cordant note in my life. How I wished them away! 
The wish had hardly entered my heart before the Voice 
called again, louder than before, “Who? who?” Almost 
in tears, I cast my eyes to the earth once more. Why 
could I not have been allowed my happiness? why could 
I not have been permitted to enjoy the song all the 
creatures were singing in my praise? Again the Voice 
came, this time with such a sweet, persuasive tone. I 
almost detected sadness in it as it whispered, “Look up, 
look up.” I wonder now how I could have resisted as 
long as I did; my own heart told me what the Voice 
meant, but I was not willing to confess it, even to myself. 
Those green knots had to be explained, it was very evi- 
dent. I think perhaps a little sense of my ungrateful- 
ness crept into my heart and softened it; at any rate, 
I lifted my head and gave a long, steady look at. the 
row of knots. ‘Poor, ugly little things,” I said; . “what 
a pity that the whole world cannot be beautiful!” Just 
then I heard the chorus of all my earth friends singing 
more loudly and beautifully than ever, “I live for you, 
I live for you.” For the first time a feeling of shame 
came over me, and I was almost stunned with the recol- 
lection of the Voice’s words, “Who? who?” Who in- 
deed? Everything was living for me, but for whom 
was I living? Who was I blessing with my richness? 
Who was I making happy? A great wave of love and 
pity swept over me, and with a deep longing in my heart 
I looked up once more, and said, “Oh, little green knots, 
would that I might bless you!’ Then it was for the 
first time that I heard the Voice say, “I live for you.” 
With those words my whole being thrilled in ecstasy, 
and my ruffles seemed to grow fluffier than ever. And do 
you know, I actually loved that little green knot just 
above me, and so I leaned over and kissed it; and I said, 
“What is your name?” He said very faintly, ““My name 
is Trimble, and I am not very strong.” I replied, “A 
nice, cool drink of my life-sap will soon help that.” I 
right away pushed some up to him through the stalk, and 
in just a few minutes he looked so much brighter that 
he said he felt like chatting some more; so I said, “Who 
are the others?” “Oh, don’t you know?” he said. “Why, 
the, first is Spirella; she is a dear little thing, but seems 
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so tired all the time; and the little boy-flower next to 
her is Tweedles; and then Dingle and Floss, Dotsy, 
Mimo, Twinkles, and Tossle the baby. Poor, weak 
little thing!” he sighed. “She sleeps most of the time.” 
“Oh, dear,” I cried, ‘““why didn’t you tell me this long 
ago? I will send up some more life-sap right away.” 
“I called to you many times,’ Trimble faltered, “but 
you never seemed to hear; and you so seldom looked 
this way, that I could not make you understand.”” Such 
a guilty feeling came over me, that I dared not look him 
in the face; but I said, “Excuse me, dear Trimble; and 
do push up the sap as fast as I send it to you.” After 
I had pumped for a little while I called down to the fan- 
leaves, “Please blow your breezes toward Tossle;’” and 
when Fling-wing, the big yellow butterfly, stopped to 
kiss me again, I called out to him really impatiently, 
“Do go and tickle the baby’s face, and don’t let her go 
to sleep again. She must drink the life-sap.”” When I 
look back on it now, I realize that I never was so happy 
in my life as during the days I worked so hard pushing 
the life-sap up the stalk. I -forgot all about my pretty, 
dress, and all about the singing of my. little earth friends. 
I was so busy that even Trimble and I had very little 
time to talk. He was just as busy as I. I think it was 
about five days that we worked in this way, when one 
evening I felt the stalk shaking, and looking up I saw 
Trimble clapping his hands and jumping up and down. 
“Oh, Ruffles,” he called (Ruffles is my name), “look up! 
look up!” I did so immediately, and then I began to 
clap my hands and dance in glee. “Just look how they 
are working,” I cried: ‘And look at their dresses,” called 
Trimble. “Just look at your own!” I shouted back to 
Trimble. He was certainly surprised. It was really 
as lovely as mine, and almost as fluffy. “Do you know, 
I entirely forgot I had a dress,’ he confided. “And, 
Ruffles,’ he exclaimed, “just see how yours shines!” 
When I looked at it my eyes were fairly dazzled. What 
had wrought such a change I really do not know, but 
I never saw anything prettier in my life. Trimble’s was 
beautiful too, and all of them, in fact—even the baby’s, 
which was of soft creamy silk; and—oh! she had opened 
her wonderful eyes, and was gazing far off into the sky. 
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“Dear Trimble,’ I called, “do not let us stop our work 
yet; all the children must grow as large as ourselves, and 
Tossle must have a pink dress too.” It was only a few 
days until her dress was the color of our own, but still 
she kept her lovely-eyes fastened on the sky, seemingly 
unmindful either of her dress or the rest of us. But one 
day I heard her calling, “Ruffles, dear! Ruffles, dear!” 
And when I had answered, she said, “The Sun has told 
me such a wonderful thing to tell you! and oh, I am 
so grateful to you!~ You have been so good, and I love 
you so! I do love you so!” A remembrance of my past 
selfishness made me blush at first, but my heart had be- 
come so pure in my service that I quickly pushed the 
thought aside. “What is it, dear Tossle?” I cried. ‘The 
Sun has told me such a wonderful secret,” she said; 
“and he has told me to tell you first, because it was your 
unselfish service which pushed me high up in the ‘air 
where I could talk to him. He says all the world is one, 
dear Ruffles, and that there is no such thing as two-ness ; 
that our root and stalk and leaves and blossoms are all 
one plant; and that-each one of us is just’a part of the 
whole; that he and the earth are one; for the earth lives 
in his wonderful: rays, and everything is one. And—oh, 
Ruffles, I thank you so much for pushing me up!” “Oh, 
Tossle,” “I cried, “how can you thank me? for—just 
think! I would never have known the secret if I had not 
pushed you up! It is I who should thank you.” “It: 
doesn’t matter anyway,” she said; “for all is one.” 

A little later, when Mr. Cottontail skipped by sing- 
ing, “I live for you, I live for you,” I called back to him, 
“Cottontail, ‘you’ means all of us!” “Are you just finding 
that out?” he laughed; “why, the Bluebird told me that 
ages ago!” And when Fling-wing perched on the edge 
of my dress to-night before he went to bed, he told me 
that the Sun winked his eye at him just before he cov- 
ered himself up with the clouds. “I guess he thinks it is 
a great joke that we have been so stupid,” I sighed; 
“but, Fling-wing, isn’t it strange that you cannot know 
the secret until you serve?” 

Good-by, dearie. Violet writes the next time. 

Your loving Mistress HotityuHock, 


West Virginia. 
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BASHA ; 
Sequel to “Treasure-Box” 


Imetpa Octavia SHANKLIN 


II 


With this resolve came peace and a great courage. 
Eagerly she looked toward. the day, and when the mild 
dawn began to clear the eastern horizon, Basha braided 
her hair close, that not a strand of its silken fibers might 
blow across her eyes. She put on a dress like the one 
in which Walin had crept across the sands, searching for 
gems. She clothed her feet with: stout boots which 
neither spray nor pebbles could injure, and when the 
sun glinted upon the beach the maiden began her search. 

First she sought out the little necklace, and wiping 
it free from damp and soil, she clasped i€ about her neck. 
Walin had praised it and the princess had looked upon 
it in kind pity. It should be a reminder of Walin’s love, 
of the princess’s gentleness, and of her own determina- 
tion. 

Day following day the maiden searched. With the 
first full light of morning she was upon the beach, and 
not until twilight blended gem and pebble did she think 
of her day’s quest as complete. The-sea winds wantoned 
with her hair; Basha tucked the truant threads more 
closely in her firm braids. The gulls called to her; she 
lifted her head for time enough to smile upon them. 
The waves sang of ease and forgetfulness, of mysteries 
below their rocking surface, of mystical retreats upon the 
farther shore; the maiden would not stop to dream, to 
wish, to anticipate. The fairies of the castle floated by 
on filmy wings and challenged her to romp, to search 
them out in the inviting cliff; Basha kissed her finger 
tips to them, but yielded not. The sea lark ran by her 
side, saucy, and defying her to put out her hand and 
catch him; while she sifted the sand between her fingers 
she said, “All speed, brother.” 

_ When she began the search the words were with 
her, “I shall make myself as Walin will rejoice to see 
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me,” and as she prospered more and more she came-to 
add, 4. shall stand unashamed in the sight of the prin- 
cess.” 

The soul of the maiden began to be glad. How 
she should follow her friend and the princess across the 
western sea she did not know. But she knew that she 
would surely go and find them, into whatever harbor the 
white ship had borne the two. 

The day came in which she carried her gems to the 
jewel-smith. The box was: heavy in her strong arms, but 
the heart of Basha was light. 

“What hire is here, maiden!” exclaimed the smith 
when he had lifted out the trays. “Never dreamed I of 
such treasure!” 

“This is not hire,” said Basha, gravely smiling. “It 
is the .guerdon of love. Friend, I have dreamed, and 
these are the first yield of my dreams. What more my 
dream shall disclose let time hold.” 

She gave the jewel-smith the designs by which she 

would have him set .the stones. In due time the work 
was accomplished, and Basha received her decorations. 
. . The morning following the day in which the jewel- 
smith had finished his work for Basha, there moored be- 
yond the beach a strange craft which bore the marks of 
toil in many seas. Basha ran down upon the sands, sig- 
naling. A small boat was rowed in, the captain himself 
coming to learn why the maiden was so eager to fare into 
strange ports. When Basha had-explained her case to 
him, the captain looked upon her kindly and said: 

“You are welcome, maiden, to the services of my 
ship. We seek a far distant empire, and it may be that 
the realm of the white princess lies on the hither side of 
our journey’s goal. However that may be, I will set 
you upon the shores of her kingdom, not for hire of the 
jewels you have offered, but for the hire of righteous 
deeds. So may we all prosper in our several enterprises.” 

Without haste, but in prompt action, all was made 
ready and. Basha began her voyage. The seamen ar- 
ranged her a seat in the prow of the ship, and there she 
sat, her face to the west, the little jeweled chain about 
her neck. The swift rush of the winds came upon her 
and spread out over the waters. In the melody of their 
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tones she heard the voice of Walin calling her like the 
voice of one who, standing upon a safe rock, calls to a 
friend to guide him through the dangers of a confusing 
swamp. She sat upon the deck while the stars broke 
upon the disturbed surface of the sea, and she thought 
of Walin, somewhere beyond the pale boundaries they 
could not seem to overtake. If she turned her head to 
gaze a moment on the trailing lines of phosphorescent 
light, she said her path to Walin was marked by the con- 
stancy of friendship. When the fish played about the 
ship, leaping free of the water like living rays of joy, 
she said, “Even they are glad that I go to Walin my 
friend.” 

As the night waned while Basha still sat upon the 
deck facing the west, the captain came and urged her to 
sleep. 

(To be continued.) 


The Seed Fairy 


The children of the family, two bright little girls, 
were planting sunflower seeds in their particular garden 
patch, not far from my window. The elder—who counts 
Hans Andersen and Grimm Brothers as her dearest 
friends, and lives much of the time in a beautiful world 
of her own fancy—was talking, and I paused in my work 
to listen. 

“Do you know there is a fairy shut up in every 
one of these brown seeds?” she said. “When she gets 
out, she will grow up ever so tall, and wear a golden 
crown on her head.” 

“But how does she get out?” asked the little sister, 
with lively interest. 

“Oh, she just grows out. She keeps wanting to, 
and wanting to so hard, that at last she pushes right 
through the shell and puts her head. out; and then she 
is all right, and soon climbs up out of the ground. You'll 
see her by and by.” —A. M. Mitchell, in “Freedom.” 


_ “The child is the universe; in him lies all the po- 
tentiality of God.” 


\ 
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CHILD-GARDENING 


Conducted by LIDA H. HARDY - 


THE GOSPEL REVEALED IN JESUS CHRIST 
GOD MANIFEST IN MAN 


“Lead the child through Nature to Nature’s God.”—Froebel. 


A two years’ course of Practical Christianity lessons for children in 
the home and the Sunday school. 

The first year’s course is made up entirely of nature talks—"‘God's Gifts 
to His Children.’’ Through these the child is led to observe Life in its 
different degrees of manifestation, and is. made to know that every creation 
of God, however lowly, has its place in the one great whole, of which the 
child himself is only another expression. The first year’s lessons close 
with the Christmas story, ‘‘God’s Gift of His Son’”—our perfect pattern, 
from which, through the following year, the child learns the lessons which he 
needs in love, kindness, truthfulness, and obedience. : 

The second year’s course includes lessons on the childhood, boyhood, 
and manhood of Jesus the Christ, his life and his teachings—from the 
marger to the throne. 


LESSON VIII 


(Matt. 4: 17-25) 


Subject: Jesus’ First Helpers. 

Seed Thought: They Followed Jesus. 

Point of Contact: Helpers. 

How nice it is to see so many on time this morning! I’m 
sure it is just because there are so many kind mammas and big 
sisters to help get the children ready. Mary? “My mamma 
gave me my bath last night, and put my clean Sunday clothes 
all on a chair right by my bed, so she could get me ready quick ° 
this morning.” ‘That surely is a fine way to do. If.everybody 
would do that we would all wear “on time” cards every Sunday 
morning. Oh, how we do thank the good, kind God for all 
the dear mammas and papas and everybody! James, I see 
your hand up; what is it? “My papa helped us kids with the 
Sunday school lesson.” I’m so glad he did! The papas and 
mammas are always helping the children and working to make 
them happy. What does that make the children feel like doing? 
Yes, “Like helping the papas and mammas,” surely. And how 
can they help, John? “I build block houses for my baby sister.” 
That was one of the very nicest things you could do; for 
when the baby is happy the mamma and the whole family is 
happy. Jessie? “I go to the store for things, and do every- 
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thing that mamma asks me to.” And I’m sure you just love 
to. When we love to help, then the doing helps us more than 
those we are doing for. And after we have learned to love to 
help those close by us, then we are ready to help in the world’s 
work. 

Let us stop a minute and think of some of the kind helpers 
outside of the home who are always doing nice things for us. 
“The teachers at school.” Yes. “The postman.” Right. Can 
ou think of any others? “The ice-man,”’ “The store-man,” 
“The paper carrier.” My! what a lot of helpers there are— 
all working to make us happy and comfortable. 


THE LESSON STORY 


The lesson to-day is about four good men who helped 
Jesus because they loved to do so. The same dear Jesus 
that we have been learning about was now ready to go 
out into the world and teach the people how to love and 
how to help each other. The people were not happy, 
and were often cross to each other because they didn’t 
know that their happiness was right inside of them. 
Jesus wanted to make them know that very thing. He 
said, “The kingdom of heaven is at hand. Every good 
thing is right within you.” He wanted everybody to 
know this; and he wanted some men to go with him’ 
from town to town and help him tell the good news to 
all the people. 

One day as he was walking by the beautiful sea of 
Galilee he saw two brothers catching fish with a big net. 
One of the men was Peter; the other was Andrew. Je- 
sus said to them, “Follow me, and I will make you fishers 
of men.” They looked into the face of Jesus and saw 
that he understood something that they wanted to know 
—something that was worth many times more than the 
fish that they might catch; so they threw down their 
net right away and followed Jesus. 

As they walked along together they came to two 
more brothers—James and John. These were in a ship, 
with their father, mending fish nets. Jesus asked James 
and John to come along too, and just as soon as he 
asked them they left their father and their ship and fol- 
lowed him. 

Now Jesus with his four good helpers went all over 
Galilee teaching the people and making them well. Jesus 
told the people that God is Love; that he is in every 
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spot and place, right inside of them, wanting to make 
them happy and glad all the time. 

The people heard about Jesus all over, and great 
crowds came to see and hear him. 


Spiritual Application: All the Bible stories are 
beautiful to read. Every story is like something inside 
of us, and is like something in the outside world too. 

After we have read the story, let us first find what 


Christ and the Fishermen 


it is that is inside of us that is like the story; then let 
us see what is in the world that the story is like. 

There is a great big book called the “Bible Dic- 
tionary,’ which tells us what names and words mean. 
This big book says that the name Peter means rock. 
Every house has a bed of rocks under it to make it strong 
when the storms and winds come. We call these rocks 
the foundation. Peter’s other name was Simon. Simon 
means faith, or One who hears. Andrew means strength. 
James means hope. And John means love. 


i 
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God’s still small voice speaks to everybody. It tells 
us what is right. That within us which stops to listen 
to the good voice is like a foundation of rock, for every- 
thing good that comes afterwards to rest on. This in 
us that hears the good voice is like Peter. Peter was 
the first to hear and know Jesus. He said, “Thou art 
the Christ,” just as soon as he saw and heard. 

All foundations must be strong. They must have 
strength. Foundation and strength go right together. 
Peter and Andrew were together; they were brothers. 
Our strength inside of us is like Andrew. Now comes 
James, which means hope, and John, which means love. 
These are brothers too. Hope and love are related to 
each other. We hope for the good, and love brings it. 
Everybody has hope and love within them, which are 
like James and John. And so we find that the four good 
helpers of Jesus are like four helpers in us. that work 
for good. 

We want to be Jesus’ helpers, too, in the world; 
and in order to do our work so that we shall not be 
ashamed of it. we must. first listen to the Good Voice 
which always guides us aright; then we must have a 
strong foundation for all the love, hope, and other good. 

If we first find these good things inside we shall 
afterwards find them outside, and:in this way we may 
follow Jesus. 


We looked within for hope and love 
And strength, and now each day, 
Like Peter, Andrew, James, and John, 

We follow all the way. 


EPISTLES 
J) 


YE EDITOR’S LETTER 


My dear Wisdoms: Last month Ye Editor asked the ques- 
tion as to what your wishes were concerning the reading matter 
to be used in Wee Wispom. Up to the present there has been 
no response. Perhaps you have all been so busy starting to 


| 


22 WEE. WISDOM 


school that you have not yet given the subject careful con- 
sideration, and will express yourselves later. 

What a set of busy bees our Wees' have become, and how 
filled with your hummings are the school-houses from Alaska 
to South America, and from the Atlantic to the Pacific! 
Surely you are gathering in and storing up the wisdom that 
shall fill your hearts and minds with something which is 
“sweeter than honey in the honey comb,” and far more pre- 
cious. For you know, dear Wisdoms, that God is the fullness 
of your good, and you have only to speak into the ear of his 
listening Good to have your lessons come easy, to keep in beau- 
tiful health, and to have that Good fix up all the little troubles 
that come along. 

You have all heard about Aladdin and his wonderful lamp. 
When Aladdin had a want or wish, he had but to rub his lamp 
to bring to him the powerful genii that would ask him what 
he wanted and then fulfill his wish. This story may really 
come true for you; but instead of a lamp, it is a wonderful 
Mind that is given you. When you feel the need of anything, 
you just rub your mind with the thought; then the great 
genii that we call “Spirit,” comes to your assistance and does 
for you whatever you tell it to do. If you are having a lesson 
that seems hard, rub your mind with this thought: “This les- 
son is plain to me, because God is my understanding.” If -it 
should ever look as if some one had: not treated you well, the 
genii of Love will come and make everything right if you will 
rub your mind with this thought: “I love everybody, and every- 
body loves me.” If you do not’ feel just right, and pain or 
weakness seems to be getting the better of you, rub your mind 
quickly with the thought, “God is my health; I can’t be sick.” 
Straightway the great genii Life will fill you with beautiful, 
glowing health. 

Jesus understood that this was the way to bring things to 
him, and when he used the right thought he did what the world 
calls “miracles.” But he did no more than he said we could 
do, if, like him, we knew how to call to our aid the invisible 
genii Spirit, that is able and willing to do our bidding. 

Let us be wise in our rubbing of this wonderful lamp, the 
Mind. It makes a great difference what thought we use. We 
grow out of the habit of using wrong thoughts by remembering 
to use the good, and in this way we call to us the beautiful 
genii that bring only pleasing gifts. 
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Guthrie, Okla. 
aie Wee Wispom—lI will write you for the first time. I 
did not come to the Birthday Party, but would have liked to. 
We just moved here last Monday. I would like all the little 
girls to write to me. I have three sisters. Hoping to see this 
in print, Yours truly, Nona G. Hess. 


Camptonville, Cal. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—I like Wee Wispom very much. I like 
the story of “Water Lily’s Loyalty.” I have a little calf. I 
have some flowers planted; there are not any blossoms on them 
yet. How are all the other little Wees? With love to all the 
dear Wee Wisdoms, Acton M. Cleveland. 
Crooksville, Ohio. 
Dear Were Wispom—lI have taken you for a year and like 
you very much. I like the story “Wee Wisdom Club” the best. 
I inclose traveling expenses for another year. ‘This is the first 
letter I have written to you. : 
Lovingly yours, Bernice C, Buxton. 


Stony Croft, Wilbraham, Mass. 
Dear Wet Wispom—lI just came home from my vacation last 
Saturday. I had a lovely time. I was up to Huntington with 
some Springfield friends. We rowed and 
fished and went in swimming. We went for 
a ten-mile tramp one Sunday to Dryhill. 
The summer certainly has slipped by quick- 
ly.. This morning we all went and got nearly 
a bushel of grapes to make grape juice. I 
have a little boy friend—Emerson Robbie, 
four years old—who is very much interested 
in your stories and poetry. I will send a 
little drawing; I love to draw. ‘With much 

love to Wee Curtis, and hoping he is getting along fine, 
Lovingly your friend, Helen E. Hardy. 


Osage City, Kans. 
Dear Wees—This. is the first time I have ever written. I 
take Wee Wispom and like it very much, I am nine years old; 
I have a sister who is thirteen. I like “Buzzy’s Story” very 
much. School begins the 5th of September. I am very glad, 
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because I like to go to school very much. I am in the fourth 
grade and my sister is in the seventh grade. 
Your loving friend, Lucile Powers. 
[Lucile adds the little prayer, “Now I lay me.” With our 
understanding of God as Life we take the liberty of changing 


the old form of the poorer to one that more fully expresses the 
true idea of God.—Ed.] 


Now I lay me down to sleep; 

I pray, dear Lord, that you will keep 

My soul and body through the night, 

And wake me with the morning bright. 

And this I ask through Christ, the Light. Amen. 


Battle Creek, Mich. 
Dear Were Wispom—I am 
a girl-eleven years young. I 
am in the sixth grade at 
school. I am sending you a 
picture of my baby sister 
- Margaret Irene. With love 
to all the Wees, from 
Beulah Packer. 


Neenah, Wis. 
Dear Wee Wisvom—lIt is 
a long time since I wrote you 
‘last. I am sending a story I 
Margaret Irene Packer found, and thought it would 
be interesting, if I am not 

too late for the Birthday Party. With love, 
From your little Wee, Mildred Nielson. 


[Mildred made a pretty good selection, but there were so 
many original things for the September number, there seemed 
no room for it. It was about a little boy who was tempted to 
do wrong, but he listened to the “still small voice” and made 
good.—Ed.]} 


Virgo, 
Dear Were Wispom—lI am a boy of ten years of age. I 
live on the farm, and generally have a piece of ground every 
year. How many of you like to go to school? I do, for one. 
Our school will begin in November. Our teacher is Mr. L. M. 
Hardee. I am in the fifth grade. I have four pets—three goats 
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and one two-year-old ox. I have four brothers. and one baby 
sister. We live nine miles from the town of Conway. We 
have plenty of grass. We have a pine tree growing in our yard. 
Watermelons are plenty now. We have a pretty little mule; 
he is two years old. I havea potato patch that is something 
fine. We have fifteen hogs and about twenty or twenty-five 
chickens, and about twenty-seven goats; three are mine. We 
have twenty head of cow-stock and two barns. Why don’t 
some of the boys write? I hardly ever see one of your letters in 
Wee Wistom. Well, I expect I had better close. With much 
love, Good-by ! Lewis Alford. 


Merkel, Texas. 
Dear Wee Wispom—tThis is my first letter to you. I am 
eight years old and am in the second grade. Dear Editor, I 
love to read fairy stories so much better than letters! I just 
love to read about the “Treasure-Box.” So please let us have 
the fairy tales if the rest of the Wees-are willing. Love to all 
of the Wees and kind editor. Ula Frederickson. 
[Ula’s letter came a little late; it was received after Ye 
Editor had written her letter to the Wisdoms. But we were 
glad to get this message, for Ula has expressed her desire in a 
very clear way. Now let us hear from some more of the Wis- 
doms, telling their wishes in regard to the kind of reading to 
be put in the little magazine. We will publish the names of 
those who write us, and will find space for the very best of 
the letters.—Ed.} 


Independence, Oreg. 
Dear Wee Wispox—I tried to get to your Birthday Party, 
but did not quite make it; 
Bore vs plenty but I know I will be per- 
POSTS mitted to come in, as I am 
bringing every one “Plenty” 
from Oregon. Wee Bears 
=—_ > are doing fine, and enjoying 
£ iba — the “plenty” of which the 
ov you o> Por Me. accompanying picture is a 
symbol. May it carry to every heart a real plenty, is the wish 
of your wee friend, Robert O. Clarke Bear. 


“There’s plenty for you and for me; 
There’s plenty for you; there’s plenty for me. 
There’s plenty for you and for me!” 
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BLANCHE’S BIBLE LESSONS 


Lesson 1, October 1 


THE PROPHET EZEKIEL A WATCHMAN.—Ezek. 
3: 12-21. 

Golden Text: “Hear the word at my mouth, and give them 
warning from me.”—Ezek. 3:17. 

We read to-day how the prophet Ezekiel was made a watch- 
man over the people of Israel. He was to warn them when 
they did not go according to the law of God. 

We are each of us a watchman—not so much over others 
as over ourselves. If we all watch our thoughts, words, and 
deeds; if we see that we never do or say an unkind or untrue 
thing; if we watch our minds and let only good thoughts in— 
then we will be doing our duty as watchman. If things go 
wrong and we seem to lack health or joy, we may know that it 
is our fault; that we have not watched our minds closely 
enough. We have allowed a shadow space to exist where all 
should be flooded with light. Let us all be good watchmen 
over ourselves, that we may be full of health and joy, as we 
are meant to be. 


Lesson 2, October 8 
THE LIFE-GIVING STREAM.—Ezek. 47: 1-12. 


Golden Text: “Whosoever will, let him take of the water 
of life freely.”—Rev. 22:17. 


Last Sunday we read of Ezekiel being made a watchman. 
Now we learn of a wonderful vision which came to him. He 
was led to the house of the Lord, and from under the house, 
at the side of the altar, a small stream issued. As he followed 
the stream it broadened and became deeper, until it was a 
mighty river, and everywhere the river went it carried healing. 
This river that Ezekiel saw means life; and the Golden Text 
says, “Whosoever will, let him take of the water of life freely.” 

The source of all life is within us, and we can have all the 
life and health we want, if we claim it. We know that if we 
were thirsty and there was a beautiful spring right beside us, 
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we could perish of thirst unless. we helped ourselves... That is 
the way with life and health. They are right here for us, but 
we must take them. The way to take them we have already 
learned. 


Lesson 3, October 15 
THE RETURN FROM THE CAPTIVITY.—Ezra 1: 1-11. 


Golden Text: “He retaineth not his anger forever, because 
he delighteth in mercy.”—Micah 7: 18. 

Cyrus, king of Persia, sent the Israelites back to Jerusalem 
to build a temple to Jehovah. They gathered on the way 
many precious things to put in the temple—things which be- 
longed there. 

Our bodies are our temples, and we can build them anew. 
If the things which should be in them—such as health, and 
joy, and life—are not there abundantly enough, we can put 
them there, by allowing only healthy, joyous thoughts in our 
minds. When our bodies are full of life and health our eyes 
will shine and our cheeks will be bright and our voices sweet. 
We will have built our temple anew. We can build as we will 
these bodies of ours, these temples of the living God. Let us 
not have them feeble and tottering, but strong and beautiful— 
fit dwelling places for the almighty Spirit. 


Lesson 4, October 22 


THE FOUNDATION OF THE SECOND TEMPLE 
LAID.”—Ezra 3: 10-4: 5. 


Golden Text: “Enter into his gates with thanksgiving, and 
into his courts with praise.”—Psa. 100: 4. 


“Praise God, from whom all blessings flow.” All of you, 
of course, know the hymn from which this line is taken. It is 
a wonderful line, and to-day we will learn why. 

The lesson this week tells of the building of the new tem- 
ple by the Israelites: Just as soon as the builders had laid the 
foundation, the people held a praise service. The priests in 
their robes blew trumpets, and the high men of the race had 
cymbals, and they all shouted we sang together, praising God 
and thanking him. 

We can learn something which will be very valuable to us 
all our lives from this story. .Do you know that praising the 
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good we have, multiplies it? If we form the habit of praising 
the things around us, they will grow more:beautiful and bounti- 
ful every day. If we praise God for our health and strength 
they will increase and never leave us. If we are thankful for 
plenty, we will never lack. If we praise the love that is in 
everything and everybody, nothing will ever hurt us. If we 
keep always singing in our hearts a song of praise and thanks- 
giving—instead of a dirge of complaint—all good things of 
life will be ours. 


Lesson 5, October 29 


A PSALM OF DELIVERANCE.—Psalm 85. 


Golden Text: “The Lord hath done great things for us; 
whereof we are glad.”—Psa. 126:3. 

This lesson is a ps=lm, telling how the people of Israel had 
been led out of captivity and how good the Lord had been to 
them. The Golden Text deserves special study. From that we 
can get a lesson; for it means us just as much as it meant the 
Israelites of Bible days. 

“The Lord hath done great things for us.” This is the 
first part of the text. Let us stop and think how much really 
has been done for us. There is not one of us but can count 
ever so many blessings. Think of everything good and beauti- 
ful which you have; think of the pleasures, the loved ones, and 
remember that all of it comes from the Spirit. 

The last part of the Golden Text reads, “whereof we are 
glad.” Let us be glad as the Israelites were. When we are 
tempted to complain, let us “count our blessings,” and be glad. 
We cannot help but be joyful when we count the good things 
in our lives; and we must not forget to count as one of them 
our knowledge of the truth. Without it we would not know 
how to take the good things which are waiting for us. 


Lesson 6, November 5 
ESTHER PLEADING FOR HER PEOPLE.—Esther 
4: 10-5: 3. 


Golden Text: The Lord preserveth all them that love him.” 
—Psa. 145: 20. 


In Bible days a king was a very mighty thing. People 
were not allowed to interview him, but conducted their business 
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through his ministers. The law was, that if.any- persons, went 
into his presence they were to be killed, unless he held out; his 
golden scepter to them. So you see it was rather a dangerous 
thing to do; for if the king happened to be in an ill humor, 
one’s head came off. Even his queen was not allowed to come 
before him unless he sent for her. 

Queen Esther, however, wanted to go before the king and 
plead for her people, the’ Jews. She had not been commanded 
to appear before him; but after three days of fasting and 
prayer, in which all the Jews joined her, she dressed in her 
best and went to the king. He was gracious and held out the 
scepter to her, saying, “What will thou, Queen Esther, and 
what is thy request? It shall be given thee, to the half of the 
kingdom.” 

We have a king more gracious and generous still—one 
into whose presence we may go at any time; who is all good- 
ness and leve, and who offers us not half, but all of the king- 
dom. Our king is the wonderful Christ Spirit within us. There 
is nothing to fear, and the only thing necessary is to be still 
and know that all good is ours. We are learning the laws of 
the kingdom of love, and one of the greatest is this: Let into 
your mind only that which is true, and only the good and true 
can come to you. 


A GARDEN FAIR 
Heten A. 
I will sing you a song 
Of a garden fair, 
Wherein were sown seeds 
That brought blossoms rare. 


Love, joy, and kindness, 
And hearty good cheer, 
Were the seeds that were sown 
And flowered here. 


The garden fair 
Was a little child’s mind, 

And the seeds were these thoughts— 
Just the very best kind. 
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4 BLANCHE’S CORNER 


Do you know, Autumn 
beat -| is my dream time! Spring 
, is full of life and vim, makes 
one want to be up and doing. 
Summer is the gala season 
of out-door life—tennis, 
swimming, parks, ete.; and 
Winter—how good it is, with 
its cheery fires and_ its 
Christmas! but fall—some- 
how it goes deep with me. 
It is just a rich, full, 
lazy time. The colors are 
rich and deep, instead of 
gaudy. Did you ever sée 
a hillside When the leaves begin to turn? It seems as 
though Nature wants us to stop rushing around for 
a while, and see how beautiful this old world can be. 
There’s a softness in the very air, and a blue haze like 
a veil tones down the whole earth. Autumn is the time 
to find oneself; to be still and listen to the voice within; 
to fill our hearts with love and beauty to last all year; 
to gain that peace which nothing in the world can dis- 
turb. But there! I’m riding a hobby! Let us try to 
learn the lesson the fall months bring to us. Let us 
get that soft, gentle peacefulness. Let us practice every 
day the truths that we know, that our lives may be rich 
and full, like the world in the fall time. 


Just a little every day— 

That’s the way 
Seeds in darkness swell and grow, 
Tiny blades put through the snow. 

Never a flower of May 
Leaps to blossom in a burst; 
Slowly, slowly, at the first— 

That's the way! 
Just a little every day. 

—Ella Wheeler Wilcox. 
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OCTOBER, 1911 


Sing a song o’ sixpence! 
October’s full of gold, 
Flying all about us— 
More than hands can hold. 


Where the ground is covered, 
There we love to play, 
Heaping up the golden store, 
’Gainst a “rainy day.” 
M. 


@@ IF THERE IS A BLUE MARK atthe end of this notice, it is because 
you have forgotcen to invite Weg Wispom to continue her visits to you. 
You must not miss her this year, for she has planned many new treats 
for her readers, great and small. 


I, Wisdom, cause those that love me to inherit substance, 
and I will fill their treasuries. 


®) 
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